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minarets and the tall wireless masts of the French army
post, which were its only connection with the outside
world.
At the gendarmerie, on the town's edge, the native ser-
geant, in khaki uniform, but bareheaded and barefooted,
came running out to meet us. They had already learned
the news, but he was keen to find out if we knew any-
thing more. He was polite, friendly, chattered volubly
in French, and exclaimed at "le courage Ae Madame"
There were no hotel accommodations for European
travelers at Deir; so we put up at a native khan, where
the Ford was parked in a courtyard, and we were given
a room with iron-barred windows like a big prison cell, on
a second floor—stone walls, floor, and ceiling. It was
absolutely bare when Daoud dragged up our luggage.
A boy of sixteen, naked except for his turban and a ragged
belted shirt to his knees, came with a broom and a big
earthen water-pot, with which he deluged and swept out
the floor. Two iron cots were brought in, and on them
later were spread pallets of straw, newly sewn into clean
cotton cloth, with two quilts which were dubiously gray.
I was worried that we might not be permitted to go
on next day; so while Katie lay down and rested, I went
to call on the French commandant. He told me that we
had taken a foolish risk, but that in his opinion it was
probably safer to go on to Baghdad than to return to
Aleppo. He regretted that he couldn't put us up for the
night. He gave me a precious quart bottle of Perier
water for Mrs. Seabrook, and took me to a near-by native
eook-shop where we had excellent, cool German beer.
Feeling much better, I walked down through the town
to see the river* made two or three photographs, just be-

